ACT II.
SCENE I.   WINDSOR CASTLE.

QUEEN ELIZABETH and SIR FRANCIS WALSINGHAM.

Elizabeth.   What  will  ye  make me?    Let the'

council know

I am yet their loving mistress, but they lay
Too strange a burden on my love who send
As to their servant word what ways to take,
What sentence of my subjects given subscribe
And in mine own name utter.    Bid them wait;
Have I not patience ? and was never quick
To teach my tongue the deadly word of death,
Lest one day strange tongues blot my fame with

blood;

The red addition of my sister's name
Shall brand not mine.

Walsmgham.            God grant your mercy shown

Mark not your memory like a martyr's red
With pure imperial heart's-blood of your own
Shed through your own sweet-spirited height of heart
That held your hand from justice,